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Forgive me, I pray you, for I have suf-
fered like you. I wish I could leave you
better memories of me. I hope that you
will attribute to circumstances the sorrow
which I may have caused you. I was never
with you as I would have liked to have
been, or rather, as I wish to appear to you.
I have had too much confidence in myself.
Perhaps you will care to recollect only the
happy moments which were passed in each
other's company. I cannot reproach you
for anything. You have tried to reconcile
two incompatible things and you have not
succeeded. Must I not give you credit for
having tried in my favor to do the impos-
sible ?

LXXXV;

PARIS, Tuesday night, 1844.
THE clouds played a great part, perhaps,
in what happened between us.    Once be-
fore, we quarrelled in stormy weather; this
is because our nerves are stronger than we.
I wish to see you and to know how you are
morally.     What do you think of making
to-morrow the promenade which we missed
7ld you this moret more skilful.I do not know what would become of me.
